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conceal his delighted animosity. " Our Earl, God
be thanked!" he told a correspondent in Italy,
" hath with the bright beams of his valour and
virtue scattered the clouds and cleared the mists
that malicious envy had stirred up against his
matchless merit; which hath made the Old Fox
to crouch and whine."

Burghley was indeed very much upset. He
considered the whole situation carefully, and he
came to the conclusion that perhaps, after all, he
had made a mistake in his treatment of the Bacons.
Would that young nobleman have ever reached so
dangerous an eminence without the support of his
nephews? Did not they supply him with just
that intellectual stiffening, that background of
sense and character, which his unstable tempera-
ment required? Was it possibly still not too late
to detach them? He could but try. Anthony
was obviously the , more active and menacing of
the two, and if he could be won over . . . He
sent Lady Russell, the sister of his wife and Lady
Bacon, on an embassy to her nephew, with con-
ciliatory messages and bearing offers of employ-
ment and reward. The conversation was long,
but it was fruitless. Anthony would not budge
an inch. He was irrevocably committed to the
Earl, whom he worshipped with the sombre passion
of an invalid, his uncle's early neglect of him could
never be forgiven or forgotten, and as for his
cousin Robert, his hatred of him was only equalled